street.    " It don't  seem  like  home  here,"
"It's   all   so still   the   old
dirty, house
she said presently, so different! And stands."
I too was dazed. I had thought that all people lived in Sohos spread far and wide in many states. This very street upon which we lived had been lovely with trees, the Grahams said. I could not believe that in America there could be places green with trees and grass such as mother had known " at home." Here all the land was crossed with broken pavements, here everybody lived in one or two rooms to each family. But Miss Graham described in detail a street that might have been, as mother said, a little park with little houses nestling in it Mother, hearing the account from my lips, was as incredulous as I. When in the evening she repeated it [61]d smiled. She called to [59]pile packed into Mrs. Stone's pedlar's basket every morning, but [S3]
